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(Cepyright, 1901, by the 8. 8. McClure (0.}
Zart IL
HAD NOT been more than two or
“hree Aays in the theatre when I
discoveren that its people
to be divided intn iwo distinct parties
~tke guyers and the guyed—those who
laughed and those who were laughed
at. All my life T have hr .
of practical joking, ond I very quickly

a horror | 1
| was certainly

seemed |

decided I would not be among the
guyed. I had borrowed many of Mrs.
Bradshaw's play books to read, and
oftenn found .in the directicns for cos-
tumes the old word “ibid.” “Court
Rudolph—hiack velvet doublet, hose |

‘ibid.”

names, I had been gazing at the scen-
ery, and when he calied out, “Little
girl, what is your name?” I had not
heard, and some one standing by had
said, “Her uname is Clara—Clara Mor-
ris, or Morrisey, or Morrison, or some
thing like that,” and so he dropped
the iast syllable from my name, Mor-
rison, and wrote me down Morris, so
when Mr. Ellsier put his question,
“Don’'t you know your name?” that
the moment when I
should have spoken, but i was too shy,
and there and thereafter held my
peace, and have been in consequence
Clara Morris ever since.

I having signed for and received my
first two weeks' salaryv. Mr. Ellsler
sked why I had not come the week

fore, and I told him [ preferred to

the bills on the top of the empty pods
and cried with beautiful lucidity: "“Oh,
mother, that’s mine—and it's ali
yours!™

She kissed me, but, to my grieved
amazement, put the money back into !
my hand, folding my four stiff, un-
willing fingers over it, as she said:
“No; you have earned this money your-
self; you ar ) the only one who has the
right to use it. You are to do with it
exactly as you please.”

And while tears
were yet swimming in my eyes tri-
umph sprang up in my heart at her
last words. For if I could do exacily
as 1 pleased, why, after

ed so badly. So 1 toox the ‘money
cur room, and, having secreted it in
the most intricate and involved manner

of disappointment|

all, she should !
have the new summer dress she need-|
to|

misery that is tc many stage folks, l tures into the four corners of the glass,
Seeing them well dressed, laughing and | loosely: a nose and an eyebrow here,
| talking lightly with the acquaintances | a mouth yonder and eyes altogether
lthev meet &n the street, one litile sus-| nowhere.
|pecta that the gnawing pain of hunger It was very disconcerting. Blanche
; may be busy with their stomachs— said it made her feel quite seasick, or
| that a woman fainting "bc‘cause of the| words to that effect. This dreadful
te\:treme heat, you know,” was really ' little apartment lay snug against the
|caused by want of food. That the roof. In the winter the snow drifted
|fresh handkerchiefs are of their cwn | prettily, but uncomfortably, here and
i washing. ‘That the garments are| there. In the summer the heat was
| guarded with almost inconceivable|appalling. Those old-timers, who knew
| care, and are oniv worn on the street— ! the house well, called No. 15 the “‘tor-
l‘somc elder ‘articles answering in their| ture chamber,” and many a time dur-
| lodgings—and that is not vanity, but! ing the fiercest heat Mrs.
| business, for a manager is ot attract-
ed by a seedy or shabby looking appli-
cant for an ergagement.

Oh, the weary, weary miles the poor |
| souls walk, with not a penny in their
| pockets! They are compelled to say,

fiery furnace to her own room, where
at least there was air to breathe, for
No. 15 had but half a window. And,
yvet, miserable as this place was, it was
1a refuge and a shelter.

I could think of, I returned@ and laid K “Roil on, sweet chariot,” to even the| The lmu?,‘ was well known; it was
Mr. Elisler's offer before my mother, Sireet car as it appears before their | U8ly, as chean things are apt to be.
who at first hesitated: but learning| longing eyes. | but it was respectable and safe, and I

that Mrs. Bradshaw
another season, she finally consented,
and I rushed back to the theatre,
where, red and hot and out of breath,
I was engaged for the ballet for
next season. After which I was con-
scious of a new feeling, which I would
have found it wvery hard to explain
then. It was not importance; it was
not vanity: it was a pleasant feeling:
it lifted the head and gave one
tience to bear calmly many things that
had been very hard to bear. I know
now it was the self-respect which comes
to every one who is a bread-winner.
Directly after breakfast next day I
was off to get my mother's dress. 1
went quite alone, and my head was
well in the air, for this was indeed an
important ocecasion. I looked long and |
felt gravely at the edges of the goods. |
I did not know what for, but I had
seen other people do it: and when my
lavender flowered muslin war cut off,
done up and paid for, T found quite a
large hole in my six dollars, for it was

was engaged for

the |

pa- |

trembled at the thought of losing my

Some people, mostly men, under these | tre:
right to enter there.

and look at |

circumstances, will stand
the viands spread out temptingly in In the past my mother had been em-
the restaurant windows; others, my- | Ployed by the landlady as seamstress

and as housckeeper, besides which she

self among the number, will avoid such
had once nursed the lon~ly old woman

| places as one would avoid a pestilence.

We were back in Cleveland for the | through a severe sicknes and as I
last of the season, and I used to count | had been permitted to live with my
over and over again my tiny savings, | mother, Mrs. Miller, of course, knew
and set them in littie piles. The wash, | me well; so one day, when she found
the board—and, dear heaven! there | mMme engaged in the unsatisfactory oc-

cupation of recounting my meney, she
asked me very gruffly: “What was I
going te do through the summer.”

I gazed at her with wide, frightened
eyes, and was simply dumb.

More sharply she asked me: “Do you
hear? What are you going to do when
the theatre closes?”

I swallowed hard, and then faintly
answered: ‘“‘I've got one week’'s board
saved, Mrs. Miller, but after that, I—

" Had my soul depended upon the
speaking of another word I could not
have uttered it.

She glared her most savage glare at
me. She impatiently pushed her false

were six long, long weeks of vacation,
and had only a little pile of board
money to set against the whole six. I
had six littie piles of wash money, ard
one other little pile, the raison d’etra,
of which I will explain by and by, if I
! ?n;ll not too much ashamed of the early
oly.

| Now I am staying at that acme of
| inconvenience and discomfort, a cheap
| board house, where, by the way, social
lines were drawn with sharp distinc-
tion, the upper class coldly recogniz-
ing the middle class, but ingoring the
very existence of the lower class, re-
fugees from ignoble fortune.

war time, and anythin_g mad-‘. f‘f °°t'i Mrs. Bradshaw, by right of dignity | front away, pulled at her spectacles,
ton cost a dreadful price. But, good!|,ng regular payments of the best room | and finally took up one of my six little
heaven! how happy T was, and hoW|;; the house, was the star boarder, and piles of coin and asked: “What's this
proud, that I should get a dress for | | it was undoubtedly her friendship fox o -

my mother instead of her getting one |
for me! Undoubtedly, had there been
a fire just then, I would have risk-d
my life to save that flowered muslin
gown.

That Awful Summer Vacation.

During that first season I learned to
stand alone, tc take care of myseif and |
my small belongings without admoni-
tion from any ne.
was that sinee an immortal sou! had
to dwell in my body, it became my
bounden duty to bestow upon it regu-|

| lar and painstaking care in honor of its

| but as

and short cloak. Count Adolph, \ walt, because it would seem so nuch
S0 when the property man, an incor- | more if I got both weeks’ salary all at
rigible joxer, asked me to go home and : And he gravely nodded and
borrow Mrs. Bradshaw’s ibid for him, I | i was rather a large sum to
simply looked at him and smiled a | have in h‘m.fl at one time,” and though
broad, silent smile, and never moved | I was sensitive to ridicule, I did not
a peg. He gave me harp look, then | suspect him of making fun of me.
affecting great anger laziness, he are a very intelligent little girl,
wrote a request for an and gave X you went on alone and un-
ft to the fattest girl in che crowd, and | the other night, you proi d
she carried it to Mrs. Brad w, who | You had both adaptability and cour-
wrote on it that ~ ibid at Mrs. | age. I'd like to keep you in the the-
DPickson's aad Lh gi~l we nt to Mrs. | atre. Will you come and be a o"u'xr
Dickson's, who said she had lent it to | member of the compe

Mr. Lewis, so the pour. fat goose was , son that begins September next?”
kept waddli through ihe heat from| 1 t'‘nk it must have beer my ears
one place to another, until she was | that finally stopped my ever widening
baif dead, to the great enjoyment of | smile while I made answer “that I
the property man | must =K my mother first.”

Next day he was very busy, when, | “To be sure,” said he; “to be sure!
glancing up, he saw me locking on at [ Weill, suppose you ask her, then, and
his work. Instautly he caught up a |let me know whether you can or not.”
bottle and said: *“Run upstairs to the| Looking back and speaking calmly, I
paint fraome (three fiights up) and ask | must admit that I do aot now believe
the pa¥ater to put a littie ad-libitum m ! that Mr. Elisler’'s financial future de-
this bottie for me: there v good girl.” | pended entirely upon the yes or no of

Now, 1 1id not know what ad-libi- | my mother and myself. But that I
tur: meant, but T was a very ~lose ob- | was on an errand uf’ life or death,
server, and I saw the same alicious | every one must have thought who saw
twinkle in his eyve that had showa there Ihlnu.\h the streets on that
when he sent the f: gwirl on her hot hade summer day, racing
journey, and once more I slo ~ly chewed \.hn: of short skirts, with
my gum aad smiled my ide, unbe- | ti self-kicking gait, peculiar
lieving '«r'nl(. He waited a moment, | p girls of 13.
but as I touch the tle, he One man, a tailor, ran out hatless
tossed it asi “What a sus- | coatless and looked uv the street
picious little u are!’ | usly in the direction from which I

But when a man wanted me fo blow | came. A big boy on the corner yelled
down a gun barrel next morning, theo ‘.n{»-" me: “S-a-a-y, Sis, where's the
property man cxciaimed: “Here, you. | Sre?” But, you se they did not knu\\
T.et saucer-eyves alone. I don't know 1 was carryving home my 5
whether she ts her savey out of ber | vings; that I was clutching
head or chews it out of ber gum; but | dam 1 bills in the hands that
ghe don't guy worth a ent, so you | been so empty all my life—poor little
needn’t {ry o put anything on her.” | hands that had never held a greater

And from that day to this I have | sum ‘han one big Canadian penny, that
been free from the attacks of the prac- | had never held a doliar bill till they
tical joker. irad first earned it. But if the boy was

3 sali | blind to what I held, why, so was I |
PRNaY 4. Fiewersd Maslta | blind to what the future held—which

On our first sala the sur- | made us eqgual.
prise of ail concs not go L\i‘ I had meant to take off my hat and
claim my week's pay. o ev one ‘ smooth my hair, and in a decorous and
who spoke to me of the matter I sim- ‘ proper manner appreach my mother
ply answerec “Oh, that will be all | and deliver my nice little speech, and
right.”” When the second day came [’fhi-n hand her the money. But, alas!
was last to present myself at the |as I m ed into the hous= I came upon
box window. Mr. Elisler was | her unexpecotedly—for, fearing dinner
thore, ar he opened the door and | was going to be late, she was hur
asked me to come in. As I signed m:“ ing things by shelling a great basket
name on the zalary list I hesitated | of peas, s she sat by the dining rvom
perceptibly id he laughinglv said: ! window,

“Don’'t you know your own name?" | <At sight of her tired face all my

Now, on the first day of all, \\hﬁnlmvhly planned speech gisappeared. I

the stage

tenant. The idea may seem extrava-|
gant, yet it served me well, since it did
for me what a mother's watchful su-
pervision does for other little girls
whose hatits are being formed.

I had learned to make up my face
properly, to dress my hair in various
ways, and was beginning to know
something about correct
the season was drawing to its
3, and T w sick

close my heart quak
with fear,
time that terror, that aff iocn of the
actor’s life, the summer w#acation.

One of my notions|

costuming; |

for I was facing for the first)

which raised me socially from the third
and lowest class to which mv small
payments would have relegated me.

The Torture Chamber.

Standing in my tiny, closet-like room,
'by lifting myself on my toes, I could |
! touch the ceiling. There was not space |

for a bureau, but the yvellow washstand
| stood quite firmly, with the assistance
of a brick, which made up for the ab-
| sence of part of its off hind leg. There
\\\'as a kitchen chair that may have
been of pine, but my aching back pro-
claimed it lignum-<yitae. A mere sliver
of a bed stretc hé itself sullenly in
| the corner, where its slats, showing
their outlines through the meager bed
clothing, suggested the ribs of an at-
tenuated cab horse. From that bed
early rising becam a pleasure, instead
of a mere duty. Above the washstand,

‘“Washing,” I gasped.

“You don’'t send your
to the wash, do you?”
suspiciously.

I shcok my head and pointed to a
handkerchief drying on a string at my
half window.

“That's right,” she remarked, in a
slightly meodified tone. Then she
reached over, took up the pile that was
meant for the next week’'s board, and
putting it in her pocket, she remarked:
“I'll just take this now, so yvou won’'t
run no risk of losing it, and for the
next five weeks after—why—well, your
mother was honest before you, and I
reckon you're going to take after her.
You promise to be a hard worker, too,
so—well, nobody else has even been able
to stay in this room over a week,
guess you can go on stopping
here till the theatre opens again

handkerchiefs
she demanded,

l'in a narrow, cnce veneered, but now | you can pay me by fits and starts, as
marely glue covered frame, hung a|it comes handy for you. Why, what's

semali looking glass, that, size consid- | the matter with yvou? Well, I vow, you
exed could, 1 believe, do more damage | must be clean tuckered out to cry like
to the human countenance than could | that! Land sakes, child! Tie a wet rag
any other mirror in the world. It had | on your head and lay right down. till
' a sort of dimple in its middle, which | you can get picked up a bit!” and out
had the effect of sgattering one's fea- l she bounded.

Bradshaw |
would literally drive me from the small |

| appetite

Dear old raving savage! How she
used to frighten us all! How
barked and barked, but she never,
never bit! How I wanted to kiss her
withered old cheek that day when she
offered me shelter on trust. But she
was 8 years old, and my honored
guest here at the “Pines” before I told
her all the terror and the gratitude
that she brought me that day.

An Ice Cream Tragedy.

My clear skin, bright eyves and round
face gave me an appearance of perfect

health, which was belied by the pain I |

.«xlmnst unceasingly endured. The ver
inadequate provision my poor mother
had been able to make for the neces-
sities of her child’s welfare, the cruel
restrictions placed upon my exercise,
even upon movements in that wooden

(-!mir,.\\'herc I sat for five hours at a
stretch, had greatly aggragated a
slight injury to my spine received in

babyhood. And now 1 was facing a
life of hard work, handicapped by that
most tenacious, most cruel of torments,
a spinal trouble.

At 14 I knew enough of .such terms
as vertebra of the back, spinal column,
spinal cord, sheath of cord, spinal mar
row, axial nervous system. curvature
ﬂf*\cp\ and reflexes, .to have nicely e
tablished an energetic quack as a spe
ialist in spinal trouble; and,
all these years, no one has added to my
hﬂt of flexes and reflexes the words!

“fixed or refixed,” so my poor spine and
I go struggling on, and I sometimes |
think, if it could speak, it mignt declare |
that I am as dented, crooked znd wa-

vering as it is. However, I suppose
that uncertain state of health may
have caused the capricious appetite! W
that tormented me. Always poor,

had nmever been able to endure coarse
food. Heavy meats, cabbage, turnips,
beets, fried things, filled me with cold

repulsion. Crackers and milk formed
my dinner, day in and day out.
and then crackers and water had to!
suffice me, but I infinitely preferred the |
latter to a meal of roast pork or of
corned beef, followed by rice pudding.

But the trouble from the fastidious
came when it su:irirnly de-
manded something for its gratification,
imperiously, even furiously, demanded |
it. If anyvone desires a 1‘\'-12 intensely
the continual denial of that raving be-
comes almost a torture. So, when that
finical appetite of mine would suddenly
cry out for oysters, I could think of
nothing else. Quick tears would spring
to mxy
less table. Again and again I would
dream of them: cans and cans would
be piled on my table (I lived far from

alas! after|

she |

|

1 pair of stock

|

- i
Now

breathe nor move
| could see my |
from its nail

eyes as I approached an oyster- |

shell oysters then), and when I awoke
I would turn on my lumpy bed and
moan like a sick animal. T mﬂ-minni
this because I wish to explain what

that little odd pile of money had been
saved for.
At

the appreoach of hot -weather 7

craving for ice cream had seized upon
me with almost a;.'rmu 1g force. It is
a desire common to all young things,
but the poverty of my \urrnunthr';:\
the lack of the more delicate vegeta s,
of fruits, of sweets, added to the in-

tensity of my craving. 1 had found a

jof a bed

| downsta

|

|

place away up on the market, where
for 10 cents one could get quite a
large saucer of the delicate dainty.
Fifteen or 25 cents was charged else-
where for no better cream,
decorative saucer,
But 'good gracious!
money! Ten
urey though

but a more

what a
cents for
the

sum of
a mere pleas-
memory of it after-
wards was a comfort for several da
and then, ok! unfortunate girl! the sick
longing would come sgain.

And so, in
a sort of despair, I tried to save 80
cents, with the deliberate int ntion of

spending the whole sum on 1
folly. Six long, blazing hot,

ury and
@le weeks

I should have to pass in the ‘torture
chamber,” but with that 30 cents by
me I could, every two weaks, 18iter de-
liciously over a plate of cr m, feel

its velvety smoothness on n

e : Ifps and
its icy coldness

cooli my

all weary,
heat-worn body 2 week T could live
on memory, and next week wupon
anticipation. and so get through the

long vacation in comparative comfort.
There was no lock upon my room

door, but 1 said nothing about it, as

the door would not.close, and

at night. for security, I i

num-vitae chair against

time I had to entrust my

to the honor of my housema

littie

piles of

!rl the manner of
{ buried here and there at t
my trunk, which I securely
imy precious 30 cents I
me, tied in ti corner of
chief. It g« n-~!:ll » rested Iy
of my dr

there
hen, for s-vvnrv mk

handkerchis
might han
yvard bel My
in that direction.
I put the
carefully hung
the window, z
{ did out my
pily, ran oV

to har

the
indow

on
tiny

them

line in th

ney
my

ot. mo

glanced
| my w

)]x
l,v'l\t\\ s
| stood still in my

EBreat,

red 1
clutching it
pocket.
g cry,

of the
and boundi
up the
in the
On
nst the
osed eye 3
r till dusk, then 1 crept to
and cried
whole

and
sobbed the wea i
Next d

so for w

the dining roo

with that never-sleej e
| Creain.

It was very
tragedy of s my

first theatrical vacation

maneger had taken down our flung my arm about hé® neck, dropped People little dream what a period of
e e — ————
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The Tall Man Who Discussec
Tschaikows’
NCE there was & aman who wore a
O Six and three-guarters Hat and had
been so b ving off the People
who needed away because they
had some B never
found time t« 1
ture. Yet he
those who wore

Mansarid Fuscol
himself in
One was exped

Art. Music the Difficulty of
good il'tchen Help.

the
ted to Literature,

and

This Mon was a

many Respects, bul se a8 a
Serpent. A man A\oes have to be
stocks up with Int.orr ion in order to |
be W This Mar w what HNdmund
Clarence Stadman «»ould call Piker. A {
Piker is one who goes into the Game on |
Small Capital uml I.ets On to be hold

A Piker is usus
among the Well-

back a4 huge R«
Safe when he s

Bred becuuse they are too Polite to call |
a Blufr.

A FPiker always has hi 'nlirc Stock of
Goods ir. the Show W

Vhen t came to Mu the Piker did
not know e difference between a Fugue
and a Cantata. ch knowledge of Lit-
rature as he cculd boast was picked up

by reacing the Posters in front of Book-
Stores. The averixe h.«t\ Did had about
as rauch Art rducarion as he ¢ -md have
Spread if it had come to a Show-Town
but he never allowed it to come. He had
about as much Business in an Assem-
blage of cultivated Chautauquans as 2
man <vith a ragged $2.600 Bill would have
in Wall Street. Yet he managed to c¢ut
Figure Elghts over the Thin Ice and he
bad the narae of being one of the
Yreintest Geutlesnen that ever uccepied
an invitation to thc Evening Session of
the Olympian Ofrzie of Hens,

The Pixer knew the Value of the Stock
Phrase. And the way he could raise a
Dust and dodge out of a 1izkt Place was
a itle Bit of All Right,

One oveaing the Piker wen: to call on
Mri. Hester Kazam, author of many
unpublished Poems, and the boss Diana
of the Tuft-Hunters. At the Kazara
Home, which is rigged up with Red Blan-
kets and Green i.amps so as to be
O=iental, he bumped into Heo—-'-

The Fable of the
2 Wise Piker
© By George Ade. the Talk That Went. :

Miss Haw, Wl‘o Poured at Lae micer-
noon Reception to F. Hopkinson |
Smith.

Haw,
as the You

who will
Lady who
tion to .

be remembered
poured at the
Hopkinson

nalf le n the
lh- what
icz " h: Piker
1 that
. but if he I
yuld have

know wi ‘ther
author of “Lovers
'u“.' r “The Gen-
E i L However, he
W not to be eazed. Ho tnew the Kind
; wtional Parsley that is needec

st a full-blown Intellect
and he passed some of it to

X ta.

He sald he liked Sienk, <o far as the
Psychological Anal was concerncd,
but it sometimes occurred to him that
there was a lack o. insight and Broad
Artistiz Grasp.

That is the Style of Vapor ecalculated
to keep a Young Woman anchored right
in the Turkish Corner and make her be-
lieve she has met the Really and Truly
Garzip.

Tne Piker unreeled a little mure of the
fame kind. He said that the Elaboration
of Incident showed a certain Modicum
of Skill, but there wias not enouzh Plus-
Human Sympathy in the Coloring of the
Subtle Motives, When the Piker got rid
of this he was alwayg Relieved, for it is
an Awful Thing 1o Memorize and carry
around with you.

Afterward Miss Haw went out and told
her Girl Friends that the Piker was Ter-
rible Deep.

When they brought up Music, thet was
where the Piker lived. He could get in
ear'y and stay late and never Trip him-
self up. He had attended a covple of
‘oncerts and at orne time boarded with a
laady who played the Autoharp.

One Evening when he was out with a
fow People who were such Thorough
Musicians that they seemed Sour about
something all the time, a Tall Man with a
Low Collar asked bim if he had heard
that latest Thing by Tschaikowsky.

If he had mmade it Charles K. Harris,
the Piker might have been with him. But

he never turned a Hair.
“Impressive, isn't it?’ he said, having
iearned how - to Spar for Wind, without

feaving an Opening.
“Yes, but it didn't get into me the way
Vo r does.” replied the Tall Party.
was Lhe Cue for the Piker to in-

Who Had

11

The Piker qu ’U’lt*mately Elected
Director of a Museum.

sert his Speech on Vogner.

He said he
in the Week
Appeal to
Atr nu\,rln re
was, tu ~ml %

Glove
ion wr

the l’ml or
1 1y if the Intery at

with a Broad and Comprehensive
tuosity and such Mastery af Technique
as to abolish all svggestion of the Inter-
mediary and bring one in direct Com-
munion with the Soul-Moods.

Then the Tall Man would know just as
much about it as the Piker did.

Among tkhe Acquaintances was a Lady
named Wigley who was Crazy about Art.
In her Parlor she had one of her own
Works entitled *‘Sunset on the Little
Miami River,” with a Frame that cost
26.00. It was Miss Wigley who read the
Paper before the Raphael Suburbanites,
setting forth that the Highest Effects
could not be obtained by the Use of Cray-
on. She loved to hear the Piker cut
loose about Art. Even when he got in
over his Head, she was right there swim-
ming along after him and taking
Chances.

Mrs. Wigley was stuck on his Conver-
sation because he said so many things
that could be Thought About later on.
Nearly every one who heard bim went
Home and Thought about what he had
said and Wor . ered what he had been
Driving at.

Mrs. Wigley had a Theory tbat an
Artist who' is any Good at all should be
able to suggest through the Medium
Colors @1l that he or she felt and suffered
during the Throes of Execution. So she
called in the Piker to size up her Picture
of the Little Miami River at Sundown and
asked him what Emeotion, i{ any, was
stirred up within him as he gazed at the
Effort. The Piker said it gave him a
touch of Sadness. Then she knew he was
a real Critic all right.

The Iker kept it up until after awhile

he beg 10 thlnk that possibly he was
sometl.. © sy Savant. He was
elected 1% '=ct0r of a2 Mu-eum and was

invited to sit on the Platform at Lec-
tures. Amng at last he departed this Life,
with only a few Relatives and Intimate
Friends bed on to him

MORAL: for Parlor Use the Vague
Generality is a Life-Saver,

(Copyrighted 1201 by Robsrt Howard Rus-
&ell.)

“{ Che Wee Yellow Bird.

; BY SEUMAS MACMANUS.

Between two marble stones,

And then I flew away into a bird.”
The cobbler he looked up from his
work, and says he to the bird: “If you

say that again, I'll give you a nice pair
of littie girl's shoes.”
So_the bird says again

“My mammy killed me,

And my daddy ate me.

She hid my bones

Between two marble stones,

And then I flew away into a bird.”

m\. shoemaker gave it the pair
. and off it flew. It lit on a bush
a gold-beater’'s and began to
“My mammy killed me,
. e And my daddy ate me.
She Killed the Wee Boy and Put Him ’1%': Itehgay buncsb, :
4 Jetween two marble stones,
Into the Pot Instead of the Hare. And then I flew away into a bird.”
= { The gold-beater wa eating gold in his
| NCE there was a wee hoy apd a wee | window when he heard this .1nd he ‘ocoks
girl, and their mother died, and | up and the yeliow bird, and says
their father married again, and | he: “If you say that again, I'll give you

their \u-'p mnther was very qu to

MY MAMMY KILLED ME, AND M7 DADDY ATE ME; SHE HID MY
BONES BENEATH TWO MARBLE STONES

)

f them.
| . One day their father was out shesath-
!mg corn, ana ‘he killed a hare, and
brought it in and gave it to the step-
r]nmher to cook for his dinner the next
day.

The next day, when she had the pot
boiling, ready to put the hare in it, she
sent the wee girl away on an errand,
and she killed the wee boy and put him
in the pot instead of the hare, and in |
the evening she put away his bones be-
tween two marble stones under ]
ground.

Not far away there was a
lived in a w house, and th
bush stood his door;
working, mendin= shoe e
a little yellow bird flew mw the
anc began to sing

“My mammy k @ me,
And my daddy ate me.
She hid my bones

SRR

AND DOWN ON THE TOP OF HER HEAD THE BIRD DROPPED THE

a “L" bag of gold.”
So the mrd sings
“My

ammy kulml me,
And my daddy ate me.
She hid my bones

Between two marble stones,

And then I flew away into a bird.”

And he gave it the wee bag of gold,

and it flew on till it came to
ter, and got into a bush there and began
to sing:

“My mammy killed me,

And my daddy ate me.

She hid my bones

Between two marble stones,

And then I flew away into a bird.”

The stone-cutter he looks up from his
work, and he says to the wee yellow
bird, says he: “If you say that again

1'll give you a tombstone,
So the bird sings again:
“My mammy killed me,
And my daddy ate me.
She hid my bones
Between two marble stones,
And then I flew away into a bird.”
And he gave it a tombstone.

Next it flew away till it came to the
top of the sxepmmher house. it
perched on the eave of the house and

began to sing:

“My mammy killed me,

And my daddy ate me.

She hid my bones

Between two marble stones,

And then I flew away into a bird.”

And the wee girl came ranning out, and
when she did it dropped down the pair
of shoes to her.

She ran into the house, and says she:
“There’'s a wee yellow bird on the eave of
thv* house singing:

“My mammy killed me,

And my daddy ate me.

She hid my bones

Between two marble stones,

And then ! flew away into a bird.”
““And look at the nice pair of shoes it
threw down to me.

When the father heard this he won-
dered, and he ran out, and when he came
out the bird drorped cown to him the
wee bag of gold, and it sang to him:

“My mammy killed me,

And my daddy ate me.

She hid my bones

Between two marble stones,

And then I flew away into a bird.’

He ran into the house and he <howed
{the bag of gold that the bird had

a stone-cut- |

i

'IOMBSTONE AND KIL" ED HER.

him,
Lthis

. when
thought

out

to

Then the Shoemaker Gave it the Pair
of Shoes.

bird dropped the tombstone, and kiiled
her, and then it flew away.

And the father and little gir! lived very
happy after.

(Copyright, 1901, by Seumas Macﬁauus.)




